4                           SILENT IS THE VISTULA
"Skeleton promises us a cup of your excellent acorn coffee, madame, and four potato cakes apiece/* Beanpole announced
"A seat for the lady/* called Voytek, himself sprawling in the soft armchair with a copy of The Fatal Pin, a novel which made him burst out laughing every now and then Voytek was my favorite We used to study medicine together under Doctor Zorasfa Too bad, I thought, that he was assigned to a different sector on this day
"You see what pigs they are/* Voytek turned to me without budging "You'd think they'd move for you, wouldn't you?"
Scholar moved over on the couch to make room for me We munched Skeleton's potato cakes and talked nonsense until Zdun got up and stretched his long bones,
"Enough dawdling/* he said. "Let's go *
The first group had to go to their posts in the Old Town The second was to follow upon the receipt of this telephone message "Maryla will be home this afternoon "
They left by threes so as not to attract attention We heard their steps on the stairs. The next three counted fifteen before leaving
"Good-bye, Aneri Should anything happen, don't let us die of loss of blood. You won't spare iodine, will you?"
Now, waiting for the telephone call, Scholar and Andrew got on their knees in my room, trying to wash the floor. Scholar tried to persuade me that there is nothing like gasoline for cleaning floors He was different from other boys. He never laughed the way others did, and yet he managed not to be melancholy He was completely dependable and trustworthy. His wife had been killed by the Germans six months after they had been married They caught her in a manhunt in the street when she was going home from Our Saviour s Church one morning. Scholar did not talk much. He was twenty-seven.